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MAGGIE BELL. 



Oh, Maggie Bell, 
The old church bell 
Sounds once again to me ; 
It seems to tell 
Of Tvhat befell 
In those happy days when we loved so well 
Where we heard together its Sabbath knell - 
In melancholy music swell, 
Over the hill and through the dell, 

Ere I left thee for the sea. 
Oh, sad is my heart at its mournful tone, 
As I stand here a stranger, forgotten, alon , 

And think of the times when this same old tree 
Gave shelter, Maggie, to thee and me. 

Those were happy days, sweet Maggie Bell, 
"When we heard together the old church bell ; 
The years are many, and sad, since then, 
But no love of my heart has ever been 

Like the love I bore to thee. 
Ah ; Maggie Bell, why did I dream 
To fill a place in the world's esteem 1 
I have won fortune, and honor, and fame, 
But what to me is an empty name 

Since thou art lost to me 



'Twas here that we parted, sweet Maggie Bell, 
Here where the shade of the old tree fell ; 
I remember it always — remember it well ; 
The old tree is withering, passing away. 
Its leaves to the winds, its trunk to decay, 
And change seems written wherever I dwell. 
Since the days of our childhood, Maggie Bell. 

'Twas yonder thy father's cottage stood. 
Close by the brook-side, close by the wood ; 
The great old barn, with the roof so tall, 
The old hay-loft above the stall. 
The mossy well, the old stone wall, 
The sanded floor, and the oaken hall 
Where we danced together in rustic ball, 
I remember them well, I remember them all— 

And the little porch with the woodbine bower, 

Whence we could see the old church tower, 

And where, for many a twilight hour, 

We listened to the distant knell. 

As on the air it rose and fell, 

Of that familiar old church bell 
The little bench beside the door, 
The honeysuckle hanging o'er, 
The pathway leading from the gate, 
Where thou at eventide would'st wait 

To greet me when I came ; 
The well-pole swinging high in air. 
The fragrance dwelling everywhere, 
The pear-tree with its rustic seat 
Where I, when sitting at thy feet, 

Had carved thy cherished name— 
All these, all these come back to me. 
As I stand alone beneath this tree— 
And I scarce can believe that 'tis all a dream 

Of my childhood's days, sweet Maggie Bell, 
As over the hill, and over the stream 

I hear the knell of the old church bell. 

But all are withered, or gone to decay. 
The friends we loved have passed away ; 
Deserted, the cottage stands as of yore. 
But there's no one to close the open door ; 
The lattice is broken, and the window-pane. 
The snow drifts in, and the driving rain ; 
The stars look down through the broken roof, 
And the night-bird now keeps not aloof; 
The well-pole is broken, and lies on the ground, 
The hedges are trampled, and scattered around: 
And all that we cherished and loved so well 
Has withered, or gone to decay, Maggie Bell 

Oh, Maggie Bell, sweet Maggie Bell, 
'Twere better for me had thy funeral knell 



Been tolled, e'er we parted, upon the old bell— 

'Twere better for me, and better for thee, 
Had I been content with a simple lot, 
With honest toil and an humble cot. 
Had I but made thee my honor and fame, 
My world, and my fortune, ambition and aim— 
Thy love would have been all these to me. 

We parted both with many tears. 

For three long summers, three long years ; 

We parted here beneath this tree. 

Thou to thy chamber, I to the sea ; 

And we both could hear the old church bell, 

As, with a melancholy knell. 

It seemed to say farewell, farewell I 

I saw thee, bowed with grief, depart. 
With both hands pressed upon thy heart. 
Till my dimmed eyes could see no more, 
And then I hastened to the shore. 
The boat put off, with gentle swell 
The ocean billows rose and fell. 
While faintly came the distant knell, 
Tolling from the old church bell, 
Farewell, farewell, 
Sweet Maggie Bell ! 

Oh, Maggie Bell, you never knew 

The high resolves which filled my brain, 
As on the deck I stood, while flew 

Our bark, like sea-bird, o'er the main. 
As one by one the sails unfurled, 

1 1 bought it was a manly part 
To forth and battle with the world, 

To make me worthy of thy heart. 
And so I went, with high intent. 
From continent to continent. 
On manly purpose bent. 
The world was all my field, 

I sailed o'er every sea, 
But Slaggie was my shield. 

My star of destiny. 

Oh, how I toiled in those young years. 
With what alternate hopes and fears 

I battled with my fate ; 
I struggled for a single aim, 
I toiled for fortune, worked for fame, 
To make unto myself a name , 

I gained it— but too late. 
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Five years had gone I homeward came, 
I had won honor, fortune, fame, 
And with a high and manly pride 
I came to claim thee as a bride. 
I sought thy homestead, Maggie Bell, 

The twilight shadows deeper grew ; 
I crossed the brook, I passed the dell, 

And soon thy cottage came in view. 

But darker grew th« twilight shade, 

I now had reached the little gate ; 
I waited, for I felt afraid, 

I felt the warning of a fate. 
A light from out thy casement shone , 

I saw another tenant there ; 
Thy mother, Ifaggie, knelt alone 

Beside thy couch in prayer. 
I crossed the garden, reached the door, 

I summoned with a faltering hand ; 
I heard a footstep on the floor. 

Upon the grating sand ; 
It nearer, nearer, nearer came, 

A slow, heart-broken, joyless tread. 
In it I read not of thy shame, 

I only thought thee dead. 

Oh, Maggie Bell, that fearful night ! 

God only knows what then I felt, 
As on the floor, till morning light, 

Beside thy couch I knelt. 
Thy father, with a kindly hand, 

Led me adown the little lane , 
We reached the spot where now I stand. 

With madness in my brain. 
His was the footstep on the floor, 

'Twas he who to the doorway came, 
And here, where we had stood before. 

He told me, Maggie, of thy shame 

He told me how young Clarence Lee — 

We had been friends in boyish days — 
Had brought great riches from the sea. 

And of his manly, winning ways, 
And how he talked and sang to thee, 

While thou wouldst more attention lend. 
Because he talked so much of 77ie, 

Because he was my friend ; 
And how, about two years before — 

For three since parting then had sped — 
There came a message to your door 

That I was dead. 

He told me of thy grief and tears, 

And how young Clarence Lee, 
Because he was my friend for years, 

Was more endeared to thee ; 
And how thy tender heart to his 

Would more and more incline. 
Because you seemed to feel that this 

Was still a link to mine. 
The winter passed, the spring-time came, 
Almost forgotten was my name ; 
The roses to thy cheek returned. 
And in thy gentle heart there bui-ned 

A love for Clarence Lee — 
But not as earnest, not the same 
Contented, angel-lighted flame 

That you had felt for me. 
And then — thy father's voice grew low, 

He drew my head unto his breast, 
And, in a broken voice, and slow, 

He told me all the rest. 
He said : '* The night came on apace, 

Toung Clarence Lee had sought his home. 
And Maggie with a troubled face, 

Came to our little room. 
She talked of all hcv childhood's years. 
She spoke of thee with many tears, 



And, kneeling at her mother's feet. 
She said'she never knew how sweet 

Her home had always been. 
She placed her hand in mine, and said, 
While on her mother's knee she laid 

Her tearful face serene : 
' Tell me, dear parents, were I dead. 
And in the quiet church-yard laid 
Beside my little brother Ned, 

Whose grave is fresh and green. 
Would you miss me much when the twilight came, ) 
Would I be always to you the same. 
Would in your prayers be whispered my 

name, 
Without any sorrow, without any shame? 
Oh, tell me, would Maggie be, in truth, 
A memory still with the dew of youth, 
One of the golden link of three 
Removed to a higher destiny? 
Would you cherish her still, as if she 

were here. 
Love her as fondly, keep her as dear. 
With never a sorrow, never a tear, 
From summer to summer, from year to 

year? 
Would you leave my chair on the same 

old spot, 
The little table beside the cot, 
The Bible upon it, with never a blot 
Of tear, when thinking of Maggie's lot? 
Would you miss me much? would my memory be 
As dear and as true as yours to me, 
'Till we meet in a higher destiny V 

We spoke to her hopefully, dried up her tears, 
And sought, oh, so tenderly, to banish her fears. 
She kissed us more fondly than ever before, 
She asked us to bless her, and said, as of yore, 
She would kneel to receive it, a child on the floor. 



Your father paused, and to his home 

We turned with sorrowing tread ; 
My heart with grief ivas overcome, 

I wished that I were dead. 
ITour mother met us at the door. 

She knew I had been there before. 
" I give you Maggie's room," she said 

And through the livelong night, 

Until the morning light, 
I knelt beside thy bed 





We blessed her most earnestly, kissed her again, 
We raised her up lovingly, banished her pain , 
We soothed her, we cherished her, and bade her 

remain, 
But she whispered 'good-night,* 

And stole softly away. 
And we thought that the joy-light 

Would come with the day. 

The morning came and we learned it all— 
It came like a shadow, it came like a pall. 
And we thought how wretched she must be. 

The child of our heart, the joy of our life, 
Away on the sea with Clarence Lee, 

Not as a maiden, not as a wife," 



My heart was wedded to the place, 

I could not leave it, if I would — 
The changing years came on apace. 

And Death beneath the cottage stood ! 
Thy father, and thy mother too, 

Sleep now beneath the old yew tree : — 
'Twere better thus — thej' never knew 

The deeper shame that came to thee. 
They never knew of the bitter night 

That brings but the hopeless morn, 
Of the breaking heart, with smile bedight, 

Nor of the worldling's scorn ; 
They never knew of the maddened brain, 

With the brow so calm and smooth. 
That hides, like the cankering rose, the pain. 

With never a hand to soothe. 
They never knew of the grief and care. 

Nor the burning secret tears. 
Nor the yearnings of the heart for prayer, 

Subdued by sinful fears. 
They knew not this, poor Maggie Bell, 

As sped the sorrowing day, 
They never knew of what befell 
The child whom they loved so well, 

For whom they still did pray. 
They left your chair in the same old spot, 
The little table beside the cot ; 
They watched the vines with tender care, 
And the flowers still grew as when you were there, 
And for many a day, and many a year. 
They waited with little of hope to cheer. 
While their eyes grew dim with the secret tear ; — 
But she never came I— and the old yew tree 
Will shadow but two, instead of three. 

Oh, Maggie Bell, would that the knell 
Had reached thy heart of that old bell. 

Which then their requium tolled : 
It might, amidst thy bitter pain. 
Have lured thy spirit back again 

To those dear chimes of old, 
****** 
I cherish thee still, sweet Maggie Bell, 
As the girl that I loved, that I loved so well : 
I never think of thy grief, and the blot, 
That blighted my love, that blighted thy lot. 
I only think of the Maggie Bell 
AVho wandered with me through valley and dell, 
And listened with me to the mournful knell 
Which came to our ears of the old church bell 

That Maggie Bell, 

Whom I loved so well ! 
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